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00:00 
GM: He blew his head right off. Can you imagine a guy sitting there with no 
head on? His happy day... 


(crew cuts) 

00:27 

CD: George, is there anything I missed that you want to talk, that you think is 
important that you want to go over? 


GM: Not really, it depends on what direction you want to go. But, uh... (holds 
hands up for a few seconds) I ain’t worried about nothin’ anymore, so actually, it, 
whatever’s passed is passed. It’s gone. And the people nowadays don’t even 
think about, they think about their own life. Why not? They’re all grown up, 
going to stuff. Nah, I don’t see no reason, why worry too much about... What 
they should know about the wars, I’ve been in all 3 wars, Pearl, 2, Pearl Harbor, 
2, Korea, and Vietnam. I’ve been in all of them. And when I left the Vietnam, 
they took me back to the Philippines, and, and uh, Subic Bay, give me a ticket to 
go back on a plane, on a train to go to home, and I never got, well, I was on the 
ship, the Monham Richard, and it got, which was a good ship, and we, when the 
ship went in to Long Apu, they told me they’re all ready to discharge me out of 
the service. So, what the hell. So, I got ready to go out and they had all, a lot of 
guys standing up there, and I was going up, they piped me off the ship, that’s a 
bosun’s pipe, they used a bosun’s pipe, and when I went off the ship, all, all the 
chiefs saluted me as I went off the ship, which was very nice to me. And we, and 
I went off, but the only thing I was supposed to go to the receiving station, and 
next day get transportation to San Francisco. Well, on the way to the receiving 
station, I went by the chief’s quarters. And, drinks were 10 cents a day, 
(laughing) so I stopped in there for a drink. And the next thing I know, I was 
sitting in a canvas seat, and I was in a, looked like a big empty room, big, but it 
was an airplane. I was in the biggest damn airplane I’ve ever seen in my life. 
And I sat up, and there were other guys sitting around, and I said, “What the hell 
is going on?!” And he says, “Well, we’re going, we’re going back to the states.” 

I said, “Where’s my luggage?!” He said, “It’s under the cargo nets!” These guys 
that I had been drinking with had become real good friends, all of the sudden 
they took my luggage and put it on the airplane, put it on with theirs, and the 
airplane got on the way again, and it sat down, I said, “Where we landin’?” And 
he said, “Ketchakowi.” That’s in Japan. I said, “I don’t want to go there, I gotta’ 
go back to San Francisco.” “Well, you’re going.” So, anyhow, we got back in, on 


the way, and the next time we landed, which was 5 or 6 hours, we landed in 
Alameda! It was rainin’. And the plane set down in Alameda, and there was a lot 
of civilian people waiting there, there were families from these guys that was 
going back to the states, been out of the states for quite a while. And they were 
all, the families were there in the rain, standing there waiting, and all the crew 
was on, was getting off, and there was a customs man there to check their, what 
the hell they were bringing back. When the families seen them guys walk off the 
ship, and they just was (slaps one hand against the other) like that, so that 
customs man didn’t have a chance. So I got out of, all squared away by then, 
and I said, “Where the hell are we at?” and they told me I was in Alameda. I said, 
“T gotta’ get to San Diego.” I was supposed to go to San Francisco. But... So, so- 
oh! I said, I said, “Where’s the airport over here?” It was an airport in Alameda. 
I called the tower, I said, “You got anything going to San Diego?” And he said, he 
said, “Maginnis, what the hell are you doing here?!” I said, “I’m trying to go 
down to San Diego, Miramar! You got anything going?” He said, “You’re lucky! 
If you get over here in the next 15 or 20 minutes, we got the mail run,” I guess, 
or something, “goin’ to San Diego!” Well, I had some ensign that was with me, 
I’d been draggin’ him the whole way after, after I got straightened out, I think I 
picked him up in Japan. And I told him, I says, “they told me this airplane was 
leaving for San Diego,” so I said, “Hold, hold, and there was some sailor with one 
of them black Navy cars, I says, “How about taking me over to the air- to the 
tower?” Which he did, and I brought this ensign along with me, and we got on 
the plane, and sure as hell, the guy give me, the guy that got me a plane, trick, 
get me, how guys are, you know, give me a lot of stuff, which in front, so we got 
on the plane, we got into San Diego, and we did run out and up in here in 
Miramar. So I got out of the plane, and the, the ensign said to me, “Sure takes, 
sure takes to know some chiefs in the Navy, don’t it?” (laughing) Which I took 
him around, got him squared away, then I went home. One of the guys, one of 
the Navy guys took me home... 


7:30 
CD: George? George? 


GM: Yeah? 
CD: Thank you very much. 


GM: OK, I’m glad, I’m glad you stopped me. That, I didn’t have to say that, did 
I? 


CD: That’s OK, that’s OK. We don’t mind. 
GM: Alright. 
CD: Thank you. 


(Crew cuts) 


[PORTRAIT SHOTS] 


10:50 
END OF TAPE 


10:55 

CD: We’re gonna start out, if you could just say your name and spell it for the 
transcriber, so when they’re writing this up your name doesn’t go down in the 
books wrong, that would be great. 


LS: Alright, my name is Lee Sandefer, that’s S-A-N-D-E-F-E-R. Full name is Lee 
Colman Sandefer. 


CD: Very good, thank you. 
??: Lee is L-E-E? 
LS: Yes. 


CD: Lee, if you could just introduce yourself and tell us where you’re from 
originally. 


LS: My name is Lee Sandefer, I was born and raised in San Diego, California. 
CD: Very good. How did you- how did you get to Hawaii? 


LS: My father was a career military person, and he was called to active duty 
about 1938, and he was to report to Ford Island, Naval Air Station, as a public 
works officer. The family received orders from the Navy Department to follow 
shortly thereafter, and we travelled to the islands on the US, on the Lurlean (?), 
and we arrive approximately August of 1939. 


CD: What do you remember of the islands when you got there? Before any 
Japanese ever showed up. What do you remember, uh, of it? 


LS: Well, as a small child, I remember that there were a lot of events we were 
able to attend such as the Kodak Hawaiian Dancers. There were many beaches 
that we enjoyed, picnics at, and of course the swimming was fantastic, and those 
are probably my fondest memories of that time. 

CD: How old were you at the time of the attacks? 


LS: I was three years old at the time of the attacks. To be exact, I was three 
years, 4 months, and two days. 


CD: What was your father’s position and job? 


LS: My father was a chief electrician. He had the responsibility of the telephone 
service, refrigeration, and the electrical on the island, on Ford Island, in and 
around the Naval Air Station. 


CD: What was life like for your mother, the wife of a Navy officer, who was towed 
around the world? If you could talk about that... 


LS: Both of my parents come from the depression years. Uh, my father entered 
into military service in 1917 as a World War I marine, and continued on with 28 
years service in the United States Navy. To be married to a Naval Officer had a 
lot of benefits and enjoyments and security. So, it was a very fine life for my 
mother. 


CD: What do you remember of December 7th? What do you remember seeing, 
what do you remember hearing and smelling? What was your experience that 
day? Could you just walk us through, if you could? 


14:35 

LS: At the age of three, I have what they call childhood images. And on, well, 
about 1994 when i retired from the work-force, I caught up with the Pearl 
Harbor Survivors. I also went off and did some research at the Alzheimer's 
Research Center here in San Diego. Putting all these resources together, 
including family members, I have been able to build a story around these images. 
So, I’d like to present that story to you today. 


15:12 

My brother, Philip, was about to celebrate his 8th birthday on December the 7th. 
His birthday was December the 8th. So, early on the morning of December the 
7th, we were in the midst of preparing for a birthday party. My father was up 
early in the bathroom shaving, my mother was preparing popcorn balls, other 
decorations for the birthday party. At about, 7:55, or just shortly before 8 
o’clock, the Japanese attacked Battleship Row. Now, our dwelling, our quarters 
were next to Battleship Row. My father realized that this was a hostile attack, 
and transported us, prepared us, and started to transport us, our family and 
other members within the building to a safe complex. That building complex 
what was they called the “old B-O-Q.” So, as he brought the automobile up to 
move us to the safe location, my mother hesitated, and said, “Oh! I cannot leave 
because I have to save the popcorn balls for the party!” So, she ran inside. The 
woman upstairs said, “I can’t go anywhere, because I don’t have my 
pocketbook!” So, it just shows you how naive we were at that time, uh, in 
regards to the hostilities by the Japanese naval forces. My father said, “I cannot 
wait any longer,” so, with a load of kids in the automobile, he transported us 
down to this building. Now, and then he went back, and of course he picked my 
mother, the other lady up and other people, and transported them to a similar 
location, or that location. Shortly after 8 o’clock, around 8:20 or 8:30, the USS 
Arizona was bombed, and it exploded. Now, the building I was in was 
approximately 120 yards away from the Arizona at the time of explosion. It 


covered me with smoke, soot, and ash. It blew out all the windows. A lot of 
times, the heroics of the women of the island, their stories go untold. At this 
particular location, the women were wearing muumuus, and underneath these 
muumuus were slips, and they dropped these slips, and they started treating the 
wounded immediately. We then were told that that was no longer a safe spot, 
and that we would have to relocate to another shelter, or bomb shelter. That 
would have been the new administration building. As we left the building, my 
father taking us in tow, uh, we had to dart between burst of machine gun fire, 
because the enemy aircraft were flying low, they were torpedoing the 
battleships, and we were about 120 yards away from the battleships at that time. 
My father being a trained marine knew how to run through bursts of machine 
gun fires. In another words, you stop, you look, you listen, and then you move. 
We finally got to the car, and we drove the car up to the new administration 
building. Unfortunately, the bomb shelter in the administration building was full. 
We were then redirected to go to the new BOQ on the other side of the island, 
which was close to the USS Utah. As we travelled across the island, I remember 
looking out the back of the automobile, and I could see low-flying aircraft coming 
towards the car. As the airplane crossed overhead, it dropped a bomb, and the 
explosion, fortunately, pushed, the momentum pushed the bomb away from our 
automobile. We continued our travel over to the new BOQ. At the new BOQ, I 
was put between mattresses in the hallway, to be protected from debris, flying 
glass, and whatever else would be caused by explosions. There were two 
attacks. There was the first attack, I understand, was the torpedo attack. Then 
there was some hesitation, and then there was a high altitude bombing that went 
on. 


20:41 
CD: If I could just hold there, we have some noise outside. [...] And if you could 
start with the high altitudes, we’ll pick back up there. 


LS: Okay, the second phase of the bombing was a high altitude bomb, bombing. 
After the bombing, we turned back to our, uh, quarters, and we found in our yard 
sailors that had been swimming through the oil, the burning oil, and had been 
able to walk up to our front yard, which was grass, and they were trying to clean 
up with whatever they could find in the house, that being the drapes, the sheets, 
and whatever they could find, to remove the oil and to bandage up their wounds. 
From a small child’s perspective, it scared me. And it was the, what was 
frightening about this was the smell, the burning flesh, the sounds and cries of 
pain, and the sight. I remember hiding behind a bush, and I could see sailors 
walking up the pathway, uh, up the road, and they would walk in pairs of three. 
The most severely wounded would be in the middle, and they, they would be 
supported by two others, and then they would find, try to find somewhere that 
was comfortable for them, uh, in other words, they would not stop on the asphalt 
or the tarmac. They were looking for a grassy area. We then, that, we went back 
to the new BOQ, and we were assigned a room in that BOQ. Now, my mother 
and other women went back to Battleship Row and assisted the sailors as they 
swam ashore, to get them out of the oil, and try and clean them up. The 
following days, we would return back to our home, quarters, and there was, it 


was in shambles, and there was very little left. My brother and I wandered over 
to our play area, and in the play area, was again a grassy area. I did not know 
what was going on because I knew nothing of death and dismemberment, but I 
knew that the sailors that were doing their work were extremely upset. And 
what they were doing was that they were removing the bodies from the water’s 
edge, and placing them in a row for transportation to another location. Uh, I 
have an image of that. For, I was on that island for 4 days. We could hear the 
tapping of S-O-S on the sides of the ships. That would go night and day, 
continuously. And it would come from many, several different directions. We 
were finally moved off the island 4 days later, and we went to Pearl City. From 
Pearl City we were given orders to board a military transport, or military ship, 
and we were transported back to the states, Treasure Island. At Treasure Island, 
we were told that if we were to discuss any of this with anyone it would be a 
criminal offense. For years, our family kept this to ourselves. And that’s about 
my story. 


25:03 

CD: I want to go back to, there were several images you described, I would love 
for you to try and describe for us, and maybe associate some adjectives with 
that, images with some sort of feeling... 


LS: OK, os you want me to take the images and put the story around it? 
CD: Or just a visual description of what that image comes to... 
LS: Certainly... 


CD: ...in your mind. [...] So, there were a couple images that I really, that struck 
me. The first one was the window, everything being, do you remember seeing 
the glass being blown out of your house? 


26:03 

LS: In, in the building, we, you’re talking about about the old BOQ, which was 
about 120 yards from the Arizona at the time of explosion. Uh, I remember 
being held... 


CD: Hold on a second... 
[camera cut] 


26:20 
CD: As it plays in your mind, try to, try to implant it into my mind, just like what 
you Say. 


LS: OK. You ready? We were in the old BOQ, and we, a lot of the local 
housewives and children were also in the old BOQ. I remember being held by a 
person, I believe it was my mother, but when you hold a child close to your chest, 
a child can still look around, and peek through your arms, and see what’s going 
on. My image of that day was “this is the stupidest building I’ve ever been in, 


because it keeps moving.” And so, and the noise and everything else, but, uh, 
yeah, that was my first images. Peeking through the arms of my mother... 


27:10 

CD: The other image you mentioned was being in the back seat of the car and 
looking out the rear window. Could you just do the same thing for me? Place 
yourself and paint that scene. 


LS: OK, we are, we have been turned away from the administration building 
because the bomb shelter is full. We get back into the car, and my brother and I 
are in the back seat of the car. As I am looking out the window, I can see an 
airplane flying very low, tree-top level, coming directly towards the car. It flies 
over the car, drops a bomb, and the momentum pushed the bomb away from the 
car. So I was actually looking, saw all of this through the window of a car. I 
remember that. 


CD: Paint us the picture of your front lawn when you finally got back. 


LS: OK, the image that I have, of course, the main image that I have of that, is 
trying to hid behind a bush, because I was frightened. And what I could see 
were the sailors on the front yard, in pain, covered with oil, trying to tend to 
their wounds and remove the oil from their bodies. The other 5 senses that I had 
all kicked into play, that being the sense of smell; the sense of sound, and the 
sense of sight. And the other thing is, I remember, I remember the three, 
walking up the pathway, carrying the one that was most seriously wounded, uh, 
to, I believe it was our area. 


29:15 
CD: Can you describe his condition, the one who was seriously wounded? 


LS: Uh, unconscious, head drooped. I don’t know his, I don’t know whether he 
was alive or not. 


29:30 
CD: Describe the sounds and smells you heard. 


LS: The sounds, of course are those that are in pain. Uh, the smell, is a 
repugnant odor of burning flesh. And the sights, of course, are those that were 
covered completely with oil. And of course, there was much, much smoke in the 
air at that time, from the fires of the battleships. 

CD: Hold on a sec... 


END OF TAPE 


